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Proper to wipe the Nations RUMP with, or your Own; 


= 


F Ree quarter in the North is grown ſo ſcarce] 


That Lambert with all his men of Mars 
Have ſubmitted co kiſs the Parliaments Arſe, 
Which ne body can deny. 


Tf this ſhould prove true, ( as we do ſuppoſe ) 
Tis ſuch a wipe as the RUMP and all*'s Foes 


Could never give to old O::vers noſe : 
Which, &e. 


Theres a Proverb come to my mind not unfit, 
When the head ſhal ſee che RUMP all be-ſhir, 


Sure this muſt prove a moſt lucky hit : 
Which Fc, 


Theres another Proverb which every Noddy 
Wil jeer the RZJAP with, ani cry Hedty Dodd), 
Here's a Parliament all Arſe and nv Body, 


Which &c. 


Tis a likely matter the world wil mend-- 

When ſo much blood and rreaſ.re we ſpend, 
And yec begin again at the wrong End: 
Whieh &c. 


We have been round and ronnd about twirl'd, 
And chrough much fad contufions hurl'd, 


And now we are got into the arte of the world: 
W.ich & c, 


But *tis not. all this our courage wil quail, 

Or make clie brave Seamen to rlie KY WP ſtrike fail, 

It we can have no hc, we wil have no Tail: 
Which Cc. 


Then let a Free- Parliament be turnd trump, 
And nerethink any longer the Nation to mum 
With your pocky, perjur*d, damud, old Rays : 

IWaich Fe. 


But what doth Rebel Rymp make here 
When their proper place { as W:ll. Pryz doth ſwear) 


Is at the Devils arſe 11. Derbyſhire : 
Which Gr 


Then thither 'et us ſend them a tilt, 

For if they ſtay longer, they wil us beguilt 

With a Governtauent that is looſe in the Hilt: 
Ich Foo 


Youl kind it ſee down in Harringtons Modele, 
Whoſe brains a Commonwealth do fo cole, 


That tfas made a Rotation in his noddle ; 
W' ich &c. 


. FI XS, lnEngliſh, The RUMP. 


”Tisa pitiful paſs you men of the Sword 
Have brought your ſelves ro, that the Rumps your Lord, 
And Arſie-Yerſie, muſt be the word, 

W. ich, OC 


Our powder and fhot you did freely ſpend, 
7 hat the Head you might from the Body rend, 
And now you are at us with the Zut-end, 


VVhich, & ox 


Old Martix and Scot have ſtill ſuch an itch, 
That they will with the Rump try to*fther twitch 
And Lenthal can greale a fat Sow in the britch : 

VY ich, ec, 


Thats a thing that would pleaſe the Butchers and Cooks, 
To ſee this ſtinking Rump quite off che hooks, 


And Jack-Daw go to pot with the Rooks. 
Wh cb, &6. 


This forward Sir J-h» (who the Rwmp did never fail ) 
Againit Charles Sinart, na Speech did rail ; 


Buc menſay it was wichour head or tail, 
Which, ec, 


Juſt ſuch is the Government wee live under, 
Ot a Parliament chrice cut in ſunder; 
And this hath'made us the worlds wonder, 
W.ich, &e. 


O!d Noll when we talkt of Mrgna Charta, 

Did prophecy well we fhould all {mart-a, 

And now wee have tound his RHAPS Meipnt Fart es, 
W.. ich, © cc 


But I can*t think Menck (though a Soullier and floven) 


To be kin to the Fiend, whoie feet are cloven, 
Nor will creep ifth K#mps Arle, to bake in their Oven, 
Which, &c 


Then fince he is coming, efne let him come 
From the North to che South, with Sword and Drum, 


To beat up the quarters of this lewd Bzm; 
Which, &c, 
And now of this Ruwp Ifle ſay no more, 
Nor had I begun, but upon this ſcore, 
7 here was ſomerhing behind, which was not before ; 


th, ch, &'c«- 


